coming to earth with exquisite lightness, so the voice
mounted, mounted, remained an instant poised, and
sank in a single swoop; and Catherine, as though
emerging from a dream in which she had never quite
been lost, smiled as she gave her little bow and crossed
the room to sit at his side again.
In spite of their love, in spite of all his efforts, what
had once been reality itself was now no more than a
memory of something that might never have been;
and in bitter revolt against the utter frustration of
the emotion that dominated his whole life, he returned
once more, in a kind of desperation, to the problem
he had never yet been able to solve. Setting out the
facts in the manner of an equation he examined them
afresh: he wanted to see Catherine; no absolute pro-
hibition had been imposed; he had, then, only to act.
All he had to do was catch the train at the Gare de
FEst immediately after dinner. Three hours later, as
the hands of the big drawing-room clock touched ten,
he would be knocking at her door, not clandestinely
this time, but openly, and a moment later they would
be together. . . . And yet this solution, the logical
outcome of a process of reasoning, was impossible;
and this impossibility was all the more inconceivable
since it did not at all derive from those pitiless super-
human laws to which all men are subject, but from
obstacles so slight as to seem imponderable, that yet
were indestructible and, for all their human origin, as
ibstantial as the work of destiny itself,
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